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A Tavern Struggle for 4 K 1. 


Ho ruddrd e er Night, the next Morning we 


found, 
That Sleep had recover d what Claret had” 
drown dz 
And all our numb'd Members, ſo feeble and weak, 
That we ſcarcely were able to Walk, or to Speak, 


Were now by kind Morpheus with Strength reimpowr'd, | 
And all to theix primitive Vigour reſtor d. 


Our Thoughts were ſo ſprightly, our Humours ſo gay, 5 
That we both were as brisk as 4 Milk-maid 1 in Moy. . 


And as for. the Rudders that ſteer our Affections, 


As K ancy, that Pilot, ſhall give em Directions; $: 
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Which were 0 0 over Night ſo incapably LEY 
Were now grown as ſtiff as a Bullock's Defender: 
That wanting Diſ cretion I'd like to ve miſcarry d, ; 
And thoughtleſs of Cuckaldom wiſh'd my ſelf marry d: 
Well knowing deſire of unchaſte Copulation, | 


Had been an affront to our new Reformation; 
And therefore reſolv'd to forbear the ſweet Evil. 
Tho' hugely inclin'd to the Fleſh and the Devil. 
But yet notwithſtanding our over-nights Fuddle, 
That made ws ſo brisk in the Tail and the Noddle, 
We both were as dry, I may juſtly maintain, 

| As a Rat that is poyſon'd by cating his Bane. 

In order to quench our immod rate Droughts, ; 
That burnt our Stomachs, and ſcorch d up our Mouths, | 
We leap d out of Bed with a ſtrong Apperitus, 

To ſwallow a Hair of the Dog that had bit us. 
E. ſhifted our Linen, and whip'd on our "Cloaths, 
And powder d our Wigs like a couple of Beaur, 
Then quitted our Lodging till Night, with deſign, 
g . F a | To quench with that elit a lack fall of Wine, 
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The Fire which God Bacchus, as well as Fa air 2 5 

By th help of briſk Glarret, had kindFd within us. 

So frenſical Wretches their Senſes reſtore, _ 

By clawing the Hag who bewitch'd 'em before. 

And ſkilful Phyſicians their Patients recover, 

Of one Doſe of Poyſon, by th'pow'r of another. 
With this Reſolution we croſs d to S Lane, : 
Twixt which and B-. hangs a Buſh and a Sign, 
Which ſome call the Tuns, by whoſe ſize one wou d pac 
2 hey were three Brandy Runlets of Gallons a piece, 
Well, well, ſays my Friend, you may deſcant upon em, 
And for their diminutive ſizes untun em, 

But when within Doors you may think em much wider, 
And judge by the Wine they are Hogſheads of Cider, . 
However, ſaid I, let us once venture in, 

If it be for no cauſe, but to ſee and helm: zo. 
For tho it proves Cider twill quench us and clean us, is 


. 


And waſh down thoſe ſooty remains that are in us 
Condens d from the Poyſon of Necotianus. | 


* 95 


With chat v we went into a pretty long Sup 


At th'end of which Paſſage a Female ſtood Centry, 


As ſtiff in her Box, and as ſtarch'd in her Dreſs, 


As an old Abby-Figute of Wax in a Preſs, 


Where any for Three-pence a piece may behold, 


What ftiff-body'd Queens liv'd in Ages of old. 


To ſay that ſhe Pai ints it might juſtly provoke her, 


Im fure that ſhe does not, except tis with Oker: 


Nor did ſhe look warm d with Canary or Brandy, 


But juſt of the colour of brown Sugar-candy. 


From whence we may ſay, without any Reflection, 
She's bleſt with a ſweet and a melting Complexion. 
Her Bubbies, which juſt peep'd above to invite ye, 


By th help of her Stays look d fo round and ſo pritty, 
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That had but her Skin been a little more fair, 


Like a Stone Horſe enrag d Td leap d over the Bar; 
But the Gingerbread Colour ſhe wore in her Checks, 


Was to me a8 offenfive AS Garlick or Leeks : : 


For Yellow I hate, and I tell you for what, . 
Tis the Mutton Complex ion that dies of the Rot. 


And 
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And whod be Þ fond of a Ki or. Fl Ted, 


With 2 Lady that looks not as ſound as a Roach. | 


Hee Fin, 1 I confeſs, were ſo charmingly 8 Si 

And between them a Hillock, adorning her Rump, 

That when ſhe turn d round, by a glimpſe [ could find 

All the bet of her Beauty was ſeated behind. 

Tho . upon ſearch it wou d have prov -dbut a Cuſhion, 

That rais d up her A—ſe to the height of the Faſhion. 

After Ogling, and Talking, and taking a view, 

As ſhe ſtood in the Bar, like a Jilt in a Pew, 
The Drawer, according to our defire, : 
Shew us into the Kitchin, for ſake of the Fire: 
For cold was the Wind, and impleaſant the Weather, 

| Which made us both wiling to follow him thither, 


No ſooner E 'd enter'd the Cook's TWeritories, 
(Where commonly either a Slut or a Whore ) 
But a ſwinging Belon⸗ we law at the Dreſſer, 
And a drunken young Rake-hell 1 going to Kiſs her. - 


(8 F” 
The maſculine Tade had the Fork i in her in 

And bid him ſtand off at the Word of command: 
And being a Laſs both of virtue and Value, 2 

She cry d, Keep your Ground, or, by Heavens, I' maul ye. 
The Spark 1 in his Cups, full of Courage and Vigour, 

_ In fpight of her Threats, rally d on like a Tyger, 
With his Arm, like a Fencer, he parry'd the Poker, 
And running within her did further provoke her, 

By falling moſt roughly and rudely upon her, 
And bobbing his Hand at the Seat of her Honour; 
But {till with ſuch Art ſhe defended her Lips, 
And now and then gave him ſuch Pinches and Nips, 

; That 1 would not have born, to have purchas' da Kiſs, 


| From the Lips of Queen Dido, or . of Greece. it 


He {wore that hayyould, but ſhe vow'd thit he ſhould oe 


He ſtrove, but the tuſtled ſo bard that he could not. 
But as they contended thus, who ſhould be Maſter. 
Tth' Scuffle there happen'd 2 ſcurvy Diſaſter & ö 
A Pudding, with Plumbs, ſanding by on a Stool, 

| Ready mix d for the Bag, temper'd up in a Bowl, 


\ 
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| Unhadpily met with a Fall in the Joſtle, - 
And between em was thrown on the Ground'j in the buſtlez 
The Cook at this forrowful fight grew inflam' d, 
And wiſn d her Antagoniſt rotted and damn d. 
The Spark in return to the Quane of the Kitchin, 
In wonderful Rage fell to Curſing and Bitching: 
But ſtill in a Paſſion purſuing his Matter, 
They ſcuffled about Ankle deep in the Batter: 
As Soldiers hard ſet in a Batt le do uſe, 
To fight till the Blood waſhes over their Shoes, | 
The ſturdy Defendant her Pudding beholding, | 
Fell now in good carneſt to Scratching and og | 
And fought like a Cat when her Paſſion was ſtir d. 
To ſee the good Food trod about like a EA. . 
Her Creaſineſs now was all Veyome and Gall, 


Who ſwore the admit of no Ki ing at all; 

And with that ſhe exerted her Maſculine Force. 
Who was almoſt as ſtrong AS a Mare or a Horſe, r 
And puſh d down the Spark, who moſt decently lay, 


In the miäſt of the Pudding that fell in the Fray. 
_ Pet. Wich 
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With that he aroſe full of Malice and Spight, 


Jo ſee his black Cloaths painted over with white: ” 


And look ain this pickle, without any Lying, 
Like a piece of fat ripe dip d in Batter for W 
The Curls of his Wig were ſo paſted and matted, 


All over ſo dawb d, ſo beplumb'd and beiatted ; 
So Eggy withal, that a Man would have ſworn, - 


He had juſt in the Pill'ry been taking a Turn: 


And being Lent- time, that ſome ill- natur d Creatures, 
Had pelted the Rogue with their Pancakes and F rittters, 


Pray Sir, ays my F 8 to oth unfortunate Lover, 


| Did ever you read the fam'd Hiſtory over, N 
; of a dapper, diminutive, comical Fellow, | 
Much leſs than Barthol mew-Fair Punchanello. 


Methinks (tho' I ſpeak not by way of Derifion) | 


As now you appear in that dripping Condition, 


Lou look like that little Tom Thumb, by my Soul, 
| Juſt waded from out of the ber en „ 


5 6 11 5 

And have browjht: away Batter enough on your Bak, 
Which if favingly ſcrap'd from your Cloathsthar areblack, 5 
And improv d into Dumplins, would make ſuch a Feaſt, 
That would tempt you with Patience to ſwallow the Jer. 


| Pray Sir cries the Spark, in his Puddin gy Robes, 
Keep your Flirts to your ſelf, and your merry dry Bobs, 
For I value not you or your Jeſts of a Clout, 

I am good Fleſh within, tho' I'm Pudding without ; 5 
And if you, like the Bitchington, think you can beat me, EF 
As drunk as I am, when you've done you ſhall eat me, 
But if you won't Fight, let my Follies alone, 

Or I'll Pudding your Jacket as bad as my own. 


Dear Sir, ſays my Friend, in 2 bantering manner, 
hope, like the Cook, you 11 not turn Painter tainer; 5 
If you do, notwithſtanding your huffing and prating, 
The proof of the Pudding ſhall be in the eating. 


5 But, Sir, ſays our Pye-· colour d Sot of a Beau, 


Why 1 1 defire to ; know. 8 
„ What 


* (12) 
What tho' I'm bitterly dawb'd with the N : 
Muſt every Fool take a lick at the Matter. 


Cant a Man tumble down in a Pudding, Adsfiſh, 
But another muft oy it ſo oft in his Diſh. 855 


The Cook in a Corner ſtood feering and laughing, 


* The Spark ſhe had tam d ſtagger” d fretting and chafing, 


So near to the Fire, in a mighty diſguſt, 

Till the Pudding was bak d on his Back to a Cruſt. 
Beholding the Rattle-brains, marry thought I, 

I have heard of a Puppy pur into a Pye, 

But never yet met with a Story alluding, 3 | 

To ſuch a roo Whelp that was bak'd in a a 


By this time the Mitre, that ſate in the Bar, 
Being told the Misfortune by Femick the Draw'r, 
Step d in to enquire out the truth of the Matter, 
And view, with ad Eyes, the poor downfallen Batter. 


Says Madam to Net in a wonderful Paſſion, 


Tou e Baggage, pray _ the occaſon, G > | / 
_ 


Tb⸗ Pudding defign'd for your Maſter's own Table, : or 5 
A1 thus trod about like a T— in a Stables. 


Id have youto know, . T am Honeſt, tho Poor, 
And diſdain to be us'd like a Water-Lane Whore. | 


Tou ſhall, be ſo proud Jeu re ſo handſome 4 Piece, 
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O Heavens ! pray what that has this Termagant Blowze, 
Been a doing to th Gentleman's Wig and his Cloaths, _ 
Zounds Madam, cries Nell, J haue done bim no hurt, 

It wwas all his'own Fault, be may thank himſelf fur t. 

For tho I'm a poor Kitching Wench, let me tell ye, | 

I will not be tumbled and tomæ d by the Belly; _ 
Nor Slabber'd or Kiſed, as a Slut that was reach 

To pleaſure each Sot, like a Night-walking, Lach. 


With that Madam Coming Sir cocking her Head, 
Cryd, Marry-come-up, you're a Beautiful Fade, 
You had need brag ſo much of your Hypocrites Vertue,,. 
A Gentleman K: iſe would pave mightily hurt 5 Ln of 


So perfum d with . Sweat, and adorn d with ow 2 a 


o „„ 
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That a Gentleman — . 1 
And if be once ſmells you, muſt certainly love you. a 
Go, go, youre a Slut, I would have you 50 ns ALD 
Nay, a Strumper, to ſerve any Gentleman ſo 
A. for one fil Kiſs to bepes ſo much Strife,” 
And to ſpoil the beſt Pudding you've mix 'd in your Life. 


Says Nel to her Miſtreſs, J ſcorn ro be tumbld, 
Let thoſe play the Fool that delight to be Fumbl'd : 
But you that are marry d may do as you lift, © 
For & cut of a cut Loaf can never be miſt. | 

Tho you ſay Im a Strumpet, remember, good Madam, 
As bad as I am, J was never or Had'em: i» 
Nor ever did I from my Modeſty vary, 

So far as to gremble 2 Pipe of Canary 
Or ever commit ſo notorious. « fauk, 
As be catch d with a Drawer below i in the Vault, 
In marking that Pipe which was beft for your turns, 
"On the Head, with'the flimdelous gn of Horns. 


Horns, 


(1 


orns, Huſy, ſays Madam, you impudent Quane, 


2 on, what is it you enn: 


Did ever you bear, thro the courſe of your Life, 

That I ever prov d worſe than a very good Wife ? - 
'Tis amazing to me, I'm aſtoniſb d to think, 5 5 
What your Impudence aims at, 'why ſure you're in Drink, 
Or elſe to your Miſtreſs you never would prate, 

* fo baſe a . and ſaucy à rate. 


Eines, Madam, ſays Nell, in 4 damnable Fury, 
1 won't be thus ſuab d and abu'd I affure ye. 
Altho' I'm a Scrub that is doom d to the Kitchin, 
I never vat yer catch d a M boring or Bitching 3 . 


Nor am ] got drunk, as your Ladyſpip ſays, 


II know ſbe that was, to her ugly diſgrace; _ 


And was found with a Spark hovering over ber Chair, 
With a Hand on ber Breaſts, and the other elſewhere. - 


| With that, ſays the Miſtreſs, you ill natur d Devil,  - 


For ſhame bold your Tongue, that implacable Evil. 
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Come, Mop wp 5 Batter you ue e = (Arn in, 
And let me, 72 . ry, have no more ef the big 


Whoſe Fault i ist, cries ; Nel, Set you into the Bar, 
Pray what bus neſs had you to came prying in here; 

For the longer you lay, or the more that you ral, 1 

Tou ſball fare but the worſe, ſos ber ter To r 


Well Huſh, ſays Madam, for once you ſball win 2 
To uſe the £00d-nature and patience that's in me. 

Nor I ſee you re enrag 4, 1 will ſow , 4 ' concelſh len, 

But rattle ”w of then Jour re out 7 _ Paſho Fon. 


Thus Madam roturn'd to ber s the Bar, 
With #Nettle' her Britch, and a Flea in her © W 
« Being glad to withdraw from the Rubs and the Railings 
of Nell, * was privy to ſome of her F . 


o V 


Said n Hon Nell, 51 ve an ene OY 


"That: , According, 10 Phraſe, is  moſtonotably hung, T4) 
For it funds 4 | 


.B U and Hoes of with a twang. 
| Bur 


al 0 I 7 * \ 
But I hope you! 11 extuls me, invincible Nech, 

If I, like a Friend, take the freedom to tell ye, 
Lou banter too hard on the Brows of your Maſter, 


And open thoſe Sores that have need of a Plaſter. 


With this the huge JO Devil turn'd back, 
I believe, ſays the Jade, you come in for a ſnack : A 
They are Sparks like your ſelf, and not I, cries theBlow?ze, 
That with Antlers and Buds injure honeſt Mens Bros; | 
And when they are abſent, by kiſſing their Spouſes, 
Make Bridges of many poor Cuckoldy Noſes.' / 


Thought I its more prudence my Tongue to wi 
Or much better to talk to a Poſt than a Scold, 


'Cauſe they both to all Reaſon, are deaf > SC OE 

WhichtheScold will out rattle, when th Poſt will be dumb. 

13 = girth ni fiir ere oi 

Mr. Prim, who with ſhame to all Elegant Beaus, 

Had, for ſake of a Kifs ſo beſpatter d his Cloatks, 
+ - 
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And made all the Hoſe 1⁰ confounded 3 . Ke 


By ſlabb ring a Slut; both ſo ugly and greaty';! © 
O erpower d with Wi ine; and nofutnal ens 
Fell a fleep in a Nook for 'a Sot very fitting, 
With Coat ſo beſmear din his amorous Fight, 
That he look'd like a Magpy, half black and half white; 4 
And might juſtly be ſtil d, for the Badges he wore, 
The compleateſt lack; Pudding we cer ſaw before.” 
As thus the young Prurikard was Steeping and Sri” 
And dreaming, no doubt on't, of Drinking or OO. 
It chanc'd that his Father; with Carbüncle Face, 
Thoſe glorious effects of the Bottle and Glaſs, 
| Came in with a Friend for a Whet of good Red, 
_ Leſt his Rubies and Roſy Pirkpgenctsfh6uld e 
For Flowers we know ſoon their Colour would loſe, 
If they were not refreſh'd with the Rains and the Des. 
So the Noſe of a Sot, which with pleaſure we ſtare at, 
Would fade, if not daily repleniſh d with Clarret. 
The hearty Old Dad had no fooner came in, | 
And yore: Order to Fennick to draw him his Wine, 
329-24 | Turn d 
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LE Turn'd his Noſe to the Door, and. his Aro the Fire, 


A Habit true Engliſhmen always acquire ; 


But the ſharp-ſighted Fox round the Kitchen did look, 
And ſaw Daddy's n'own Son drunk aſleep in a Nook. 


With that he advances up cloſe to the place, 

Turns his Wig a one fide, ſtares his Son in the Face; 
Catches hold of his Noſe in a damnable Paſſonn 
And pulling ont, breaks into this exclamation: 

A Beau to the Life, a fine Spark, by my Soul, 

You drunken young Rakehell, come out of your hole: 
Let us ſee in the Light what 2 Figure you make; 

A moſt exquiſite Sot, a true orthodox Rake, 72 
A hopeful young Student, à rare Inns of Courtier: N 
| Nouns, what has the Dog been a treading of Mortar : 35 
Adſheart now I look on his Wig and his Back, 

He's all cover d with Plumbs like an Iſlington Cake. 


TH be hang d if the Whelp had not Pudding eren. 
And eat till he ſpew d from his Head to his n 
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The Son very Drunk, alſo equally Drowſie, - 
Firſt ſhrug'd up his Shoulders as if he were Lowſie, 
Then ſtagg! ring about, betwixt ſleeping and waki ing, » 
B' ing ready to Spew, I ſuppoſe, by his kecking | 
Not knowing his Father, he damn'd him and ſwore, 1 
He that took him by th' Noſe was a Son of a Whore: 
Then Curſfag and Raving, like one in Diſtraction, 
He vow'd for th' Aﬀront he would have ſatisfaction,” 


Tun Dog, | ſays his Daddy, at that very word, 

D' you offer to tay your wile Hand on your Sword ! l 32. J 
Ton villanous Rebel, you rndutiful Sot You, 

| D you lift up. your Arm again him chit Begor you S 10¹ K*. 
Siere never Pour Mortal cer fatherd before, el bo 
Sd 0 Eg ire e . 


| 
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Wich that the hehe Prodigal (hearing me Nane th 
Of a Father) begin to be little more tame : | 


And looking about him, at laſt had the Grace 


To know 'twas his Dad by his Carbuncle Face: 
Then 


74 2 15 * Eo... 
Then after a Keck and a — or two, 
Like a Sot over- charg d that was going to Spew, 
He cries to his Father, ( provoking our Smiles) 
Tou re the old Turky-coek, by. Jour , fiery Gills<. 
But ods need you Cobble fo loud at a body, 
A Tavern ſometimes is as good 4c 4 Study 
Pre heard you oft ſay, that Converſing ud Drinking 
 Muft quicken. our Brains more than Reading, and Thinking; 
And that Lawyer Littleton, Bracton, and Cook, AT 


Did agree it was good for a Student to looki © 8 4 
In the briſt. merry Bottle, at well at the Books. 


. Tis true, ſays the Father, I alway albw d yc; n 2 
To chear up your Heart with a Glaſs after. Stud 4 
But not ſtretch your Guts, like. a Porter or Carman, 

And turn a worſe Sat than thoſe guzzeling Vermin. 

Pray Gentlemen ſee but his Coat and his Wig here, . 
Did, ever a Bea make ſo bealtly a Figure? 


He looks, by my Soul, from the Head to tbe Ramps: ... 1 
Like 4 Pick-pockes juſt run away from the Pump-. *. 


n 400 
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Ton Rogue bad I thought you'd baue prov'd lach an Idle 
Trung Dog, Td have choak'd you with Pap in the Cradle, 
Aud never baue been at the chargable keeping t 
| Of ſuch a rude Raſcal that daily is heaping N 
Such Cares and Vexations pon my Gray Hairs, K W. 


That in fight of you. all maler ne burtt into Tears. 
r | 


For ſhame, ſays his Friend, do nor ſhow your ſelf ſuch 
An old Tony to cry, you unman your ſelf much * 
Nis time to be ſhedding of Tears when you find bin 

Vd fait in aCart with the Horſes behind bim. 


Have I, ſays the Father, ſate early and late, 
Like a Drudge at my Deſk, | fo acquire an Eſtate, 
And all for the ſake of a profligate Sor, 
That will fpend it much fafter than ever 'rwas got” 
Bur, Nouns, if the Rakehel continues thus looſe, 
In Revenge, Fl not leave the young Rebel a Sows : 
y my Generous Living II give him the Go-by, © 
And ſpend what I meant for the Prodigal Booby. 


Here 


Here Drawer, _e Rake, at my Father a Dh = 
I'll be hang'd if twill dh the old Toaſt. any hurt. 
Be nimble, you Dog, drat it briſk, neat and fre, | 

For a Glaſe of true Carrot, or any good Wine, 

He loves in a Morning, Tue oft beard bim fay ;. ; 
Nay, at Night, or indeed any time-of the\Day:; 8 2 
My Grandſire, I've heard, always Drank like a Fiſh, 
And bis Children all lau d, to.abous with be Din 
So whats Bred in the Bone, ne er will out of the Fleſh: ) 
Therefore why ſoould not 7 Love, 4 Cup of the Creature, 
As well as my Father, by inſtinct of Nature. 


— 


Pray judge, cries the Dad, do Je think I'm nat. bleſt, 
With a hopeful young Bird, but juit flown from the Ne et, 1 
M po is ready, you ſee, ere * well knit together, They 
To pick out the Eyes of his tender old Father. 
However, you Drawer, here bring us a Quart, 


Since my dutiful Son's ſo importunate fort, i ol 
Im reſolud for this once mill L humour the Brat, 
Cauſe Tll ſee what the Reprobate Rogue would be ar. 

5 | With 
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Ti bis Father] ly Love. Jo prevai 0 
I made him unable to vex. any longer, 


His Rubies now loobd of ſo noble a Red, 
Like the Bunches of Grapes round aBacchus's Head, 


That by ſquecfing his Noſe, one would earl have my 


With that. the Old Gentlemen ſme himſelf down, 
And requeſted the like of his Friend and bis Son. 


The Quart was brought in, and the Glaſs fill d around, 


A the Wine went about D ddy' 5 Paſſion was drown a, 


| above drger, 


The Lood Juice Nur have mM d again into the Por. 
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4b Dick, ſays " Dad to his Prodigal Son, 


Tf it was ot for me, what 4 Race wound ft thou os | 


Tet for all my Reproof, 1 my Alice, and my Care, 
Toi re a wicked young Raſcal, you kw that you are © 


However, in time thou wilt ſurely recant, 


I will once more forgive thee whatever comes ont. 


So Dick here's 4 Bumper of Pacification, 
Mot heartily wiſhing thy new Reformation; 
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For Dollies, very ſud Euil, | 
Aud Whering and Gaming, the Flad and the Devil, 
Abandon, my Boy, all ſuch things that 1255 hurt in, 
Or elſe for theſe Sins thou lt be dumm d F 4 certa u. 


* 


Says Dick to his Father, How could you ſuppoſe, 
When you got your poor Son with that Clarety Noe 
Bur that he muft love, by the dint of each Ruby, 
The Battle, when wean d from its | ikeneſs the Bublys 
Au Father and Mother have always loo d Claret, 

And how do you think that the Son ſhould forbear it, 
Whoſe Blood Imigbr venture to fwear, without fiming, 
Was but Claret reſin d at his very beginning? 


Says Daddy, 3 Man bear ſuch a Dog, 
Such a-witty young Cub, fuch 4 bantering Rogue, 15 >2 
Such a pleaſant and merry Companion, who rather A, 
Than ſtifle a Feft, will make one of his Father? £1 
Ab, Dick, if thy Wit was but balane d with Grace, 
Thou for certain vou df ne er let ic fy in m Fes, 

; 3 „ 


r 
Bum bowe er, fnce the Bottle bas. got the ofcrndent; | 
5 For once 1 ul forgive thee, and fo there's an end ont, 


x 15 . when * re Per, 3 Jour 1 Manners will mend on 6, | 

| 0 Father, fays Dick, could you rate » delights 
bat my felf and Companions enjoy a Nights, | 

| Were you once but to hear the Cunnunarums and Quibbles, 

The Retorts and the Pun, the Lampoons and the Libels, 
The Rhimes, Repetitions, the Songs and the Carches : 5 

2 The Whims and the Flirts, and the Foe wity * ä 

That over the F laſk we moſt lovingh ly vent, 

ou wou'd think a whole Ni ight was moſt ploriouly ent; 

And would eng by our Wit, and the courſe that we follow, 

We could all be no leſs than the Sons of Apollo. 


| A, Dick, 1ays the Father, tate care, I emreat Je, 

| | Thou dit better be hang d, of the two, than be witty ; 

| For if rbou re once thought, by thy Studies and Laboure, 
Tove acquird more Wit than the reſt of thy Neighbours, 
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Tbo it be piſr d on by Fools, and be fear d by thy Betters, 
And bunted about by Whores, Bailiffs and Setters. . 

© Thy Lodging muſt be in ſome Ninepenny Garret, 

Thy drink Porters guxxle much vey than Chet. 
Thy Coat muſt chro all the four Seaſons be worn, 5 . <1 
Till it's roh of its Nap like @ Sheep newly ſhorn :- 1 
Mu muſt always ſeem pleaſant, that is, if you can, 
Keep your Wits ready prim d for a flaſh in the Pan: 
When your Pockets are empty, your Brains muſt project 
Pune, Quibbles, and Tales to ſupply the defedt ; 
That when ever you meet with a generous Chub, 

Neon may ſneak out @ Feſt in the room of your Club-: 
For a Wit is no more than a merry Tom Fool, 

A fatyrical Scourger or flattering. Tool; 
The Son of nine Whores, that's compell d by bis Mothers, | 


To ſtarve, or to pleaſe (like the veſt of bis Brothers) | 
The Pride of fem _ or the Malice of athera. 2 0 


